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BEHOLD yon mountain's hoary height,

Made higher with new mounts of snow j
Again behold the winter's weight

Oppress the labouring woods below;
And streams, with icy fetters bound,
Benumbed and crampt to solid ground-

With well-heaped logs dissolve the cold*
And feed the genial hearth with fires;

Produce the wine, that makes us bold,
And sprightly wit and love inspires:

For what hereafter shall betide,

God, if 'tis worth his care, provide.